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Because, whatever you may do on these journeys you do
not see the country, and all towns look exactly alike. I defy
you, from the windows of one of these enormous hearses, to
tell Nashville, Tennessee, from Wilmington, Delaware, or
Lexington, Virginia, or Little Rock, Arkansas. You might
perhaps tell Natchez from Pinehurst, N.C., or Salern, Mass.,
because you cannot ignore the Mississippi and the great old
warehouses on the bluff are unmistakable , . . and indeed
for me the most beautiful spot in the country is the sunken
road that runs for miles winding between great banks for
all the world like the remains of the Old Route in parts of
the South Coast—from Natchez to the South.
Otherwise police regulations for the great charabancs
insist on their taking direct or by-pass routes in the outskirts
of the cities and you pass through rings of gas-meters and
garbage dumps and negro quarters and cheap shopping
districts and all the lugubrious industrial sordidnesses that
if our great towns had any respect for their reputations they
would put underground as the British Post Office does with
its electric wires and posts that used to disfigure every
English country road. And you say:
"Camden, N.J.," or "Philadelphia" or "Lexington, Va."
... "I see we have forty-five minutes here. . . . Just
time to stretch our legs and get a bite of real country ham
or go and see the Liberty Bell or the House where Whitman
lived or Lee's tomb in the little chapel . . ." But don't
believe it. By the time you have done holding your nose to
keep out the sewage-plus-gasoline stenches of the suburbs
you will have arived at the office-plus-cafeteria of the
Company. And you will see a landscape of counters covered
with packets of popcorn and chewing-gum and tooth-
brushes in cellophane and candy antiques and detective
weeklies and monthlies. And you will be forty-two minutes
late and in the three minutes left you you will wolf down
some paper-thin slices of Chicago ham that tastes like
de-flavoured cornflour between slices of bread that tastes the
same except for having been wetted with Thousand Island
dressing on half a lettuce leaf that was perhaps young at the
taking of Vicksburg. And with a bottle of coca cola under

